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THE FARMER AND MECHANIC.

(By MISS LILLIAN

MACON THOMPSON .,

Fraris,

August 25.—When last 7T
ote, we thought Paris held for us
anyone could know of beauty and
ight. but the following two weeks
ing taken us out into the heart of
panc~ through flowing fleld and
untryside, amid palaces and cha-
ux, unrivalled in splendour, we
alize that in Paris alome we could
niy begin to know a very small part

the beauty, the Dbrilliancy and
harm that like a gorgeous mantle
ifolds this “Sunny Land of France."
surely no country could be more
vpical of its people than is this one—
» radiant, so brilliant, so gladsome
14 light of heart—with crimson pop-
pie flaming from every waving field,
ith roses, nasturtiums and trailing
esraniums spilling out of every win-
dow, and tumbling over every garden
all, and every hill-side and meadow
-zlram with the gold of buttercup,
mustard, and cowslip, as though they
blnomed a perpetual memorial to that
great treaty of the field of the Cloth-
ol -Gold,” when Francis 1., Henry
AN11l.. and Cardinal Wolsey, amid the
pomp and pageantry of flaring
trumpets and glittering retinue, pitch-
ed their silken tents and set their
golden standards on that historic field
hotweenn Apdres and Guisnes.
Fverywhere, as though waiting te
welcoms you, the slender Lombardy
poplars stand in long lines—little and
straight—their silvery leaves flutter-
ing i the breeze, their lissome
bodies bending and beclkoning before
y1 in graceful, gracious French
(ashion, while around every red-roof-
ed villa floats the shining flag of the
white maple, signalling a truce to a2l
care and anxiety, amd bidding you

Jorm a speedy alliance with Mirth and |

Light-Heartedness, those reigning
monarchs of fair I'rance that no Re-
volution, no Communist uprising, and
no disaster have ever succeeded in
overthrowing.

The Presidential Home. /

Our first outside trip was to Ram-
bouillet—once the home of king and
emperor, now the summer residence
of the President of the Freneh re-
public; and most fortunate we were
in visiting it when we did, as Presi-
dent Poncaire takes up his residence
there about the first of July, and then
of course it is closed to all comers.

Thi chateau, the round towers of
whic’y were built by Francis L, was
one of the favorite residences of that
luxury loving monarch. In the sur-
rounding forests, deer and wild boar
abound in large number, and in the
zreat banqueting hall In one wing of
the building where the guests were
wont to assemble for the hunt, are
spreading antlers, great boars' tusks,
and many trophies of the chase.

What a wonderful picture they
must have , those kings and
qiueensg of old France with their at-
tendant lords and ladies, gathered
there in all the glory of that splendid
lenaissance period, awaiting the
winding of the huntsman’s horn to
scatlier them—a thousand sparkling
points of light and color against the
solt background of that rolling greenm
country,

Successively Louis XIV., Louis XV,
Louis XVI., Marie Antonette and Na-
poleon all lived at Rambouillet, and,
indeed, as the numerous residences of
cach king are pointed out to you,
you and yourself wonder how in one
brief lifetime one man could have
possibly covered so much territory
and still found time for other things,
and you feel that the life they led
could have been but a little more en-
viable than that of a modern “knight
of the grip” as he dashes madly from
pillars to post.

What a boon our present day auto-

roving monarchs as they laboriously
lraversed the country in those lum-
bering, golden coaches of theirs!

*Not Much of a Marriage.”

Al Rambeuillet we were shown the
bed in which Charles [X., slept the
night before he signed his abdication;
the dainty white and gold boudoir
of Marie Antoinette and the Httle
priv=*s chapel of Louis XIV.,, in which
1. @ claimed he and Madame de
Muintenon were secretly married—
calting forth the remark as seen from
the nineteen-year-old point of view of
4 yvoung girl standing by: “My,, but
they couldn’t have had very much of
4 wedding!” As though it would
hardly profit a woman to marry even
8 king of France if all the world were
not by to see and applaud!

Here also is the famous Cypress
Avenue, and mest beautiful it is with
the sunlight sifting through its feath-
ery branches interlaced ever-head—a
perfect setting for those lords and
chevaliers of long ago, in silkken hose
and embroidered doublet, with sweep-
iIng plumes and jewelled swords, bow-
ing low before those delicate, high-
bred beauties of old France as they
lvitered down the dim reaches of this
"mflowv sun-slecked pathway—a
veritalde “road to memeory,” down
which still walk before you radiant in
Flulh- and  beauty, fair Diane of

orticrs, whose charm enslaved twa

1/

mobiles would have been to those/

kings, Margarat, Duchess &'
, . s Alenean
the radiant “Peari of Valois' e

ragiant Lousse
de_ ]‘." Valliere, yvoung and trusting:
brilliant and arrogant de Montespau.

Mamtenou, selfish and ambitious,

gla.nte é\ntoinette‘ happy
earted, with no shadow of the <
days before her clouding her }'gﬁ;-‘:
brow—amnd all those rare and radjanat
creatures the stors of whose wit and
heauty, triumphs and defeats. jovs
and heartaches still resound through

the annals of old urt 1 i
France, c‘ el

Glamour of Dead Days.

If, as prophetic ones bhelieve. and.
as the dream of universal bretherhood
demands, all monarchies shall one
day perish from the earch, why. oh,
why, we find ourselves asking, could
not I'rance have been the last to have
been stripped of the glamour that
surrounds monarechial institutions’
What people were ever so suited to
adorn such a life' Their scintillating
wit; their gracious adaptability: their
love of color of light, and of effect—
‘how it all blerds into such a setting'
Even our democrativ hearts yearn
over tlve splendowur of those departed
days, and sigh to think that against
the respiendent background that ouly
their artists, Jluxury-lovimg souls knew
‘how to create, no longer walk in
stately presence, kingz and courtier,
queen and cavalier, lord and lady, and
beauty of high degree.

Looking down the green vista of
this far-famed Cypress Avenue, [
could buat be reminded of a similar
ane nearer home, and even more
beautiful—that lovely walk in Salem,
North Carelina, known as (edar
‘Avenue, hordering that peaceful God’'s
Acre where the Moravians of that
quaint old town baury their dead.

A widely travelled friend once told
me that in all his journeyings abeut
the world, he had vet to see anything
of its kind so beautiful as this Cedar
Avenue in Salem——comparing it at the
time to this one at Rambouillet—
saying that the former was much
longer and had the advantage of the
contrast of the dark green of the
cedars against the emerald green of
the grass on eaeh side of it, but, so
kRard is it for us to believe that the
best things in life often ever lies
nearest at hand. that I had to stand
in the actual shadow of this mare

and ligzht-

egtimmate as a true one.
Go Fo Salem.

So when next the wanderlust seizes
you, and a longing to see one of the
great sigh4s. of the world possesses
you, instead of turning vouf eyes in
vain longing toward distant goals,
just get on the train and go to Salem,
North Carolina, and if you will
lchoose as the time of your going, the
‘Easter season, when in the early dawn

gathers in front of the
‘ehurch there to hear Bishop Rond-
thaler's glad greeting., “The Lord is
' risen !
from there wend your way with the
assembled throng down this
Cedar Avenue, ag it echoes and re-
echoes with the stately music of those
grand old German chorals, proclaim-
ing the resurreetion morn, I think 1

you search the world over you will

more beautiful or uplifting.

Fromr Rambouillet we drove a dist-
ance of six miles to the Chateau de
Mainteeun—the smeooth white road
we followed taking us }m miles under
an avenue of slender“acacias trees—
some pink, some
their perfumed clusterq above us; past

meadows of wondrously wrought
mosaic of primrose. cowslip and
avemone; by fietds of oats and bar-

ley, with the scarlet poppies T
through them like a great conflagra-
tion, until as the wind swept over
them you half-expected 1o see the
whole ceuntryside zo up in a blaze of
erimson cglory.

This C(hatean was presented to
‘Madame @ Maintenon by Louis XIV.,
and is now the preperty of the Duc
de Noailles, a descendant of that little
‘nmeice of Madame de Maintenon. who
is seen kneeling by her side in that
most famous pertrait of that celebrat-
ed woman.

The plaee is of unusual historic in-
terest except that whivh attaches to
it as the home of the brilliant woman
who becani: the third wife of louis

tiful, with turrets and battlements of
chateau and spires of mneighboringz
villages reflected in ihe silver Fure
from which stream it was Loma" in-
tention to convey warer to Versailles
through the magnificent aquednet that
he started but never completed -the
lofty arches of which.  as seen
through a long visia of fringing wil-
lows and tufted elms. form a lovely
frame for the field and river
stretching our beyond id \

We had had our lunch on the road-
gside coming over, amnd after tea in a
quaint little inn outside the chateau
walls, we drove bacikk by uu-nh_-—\r
route., throuzh guaint medieval _HI-
lages—each humbde cCuotlage brizhi

with its littie *.tu-rien piot. great ruse

famous one bhefare | could accept his

of BEaster Sunday the great throng
Moravian

The Lerd is risen indeed!” and

same

can safely promise you that though

nowhere see or experience anvthing

white—shaking

rioting

X1IV., but ihe gardens are very beau- |

trees growing roof hieh against the
stone walls, and clustering bunches of
purple grapes framing the low door-
ways, while occasional poppies corn-
flower and mustard nodded us a
friendly welcome from picturesque
thatched roofs. where vagrant seed
had biown and blossomed.
Farewell To Pars.

With a taste of this out-of-door life
tamong park and chateaux we soon
tarned our fickle backs on Paris and
the né®gt week found us one
St. Cloud. another of Chantelly: an
other and thus on through the week
to Malmaison, Versailles and Fon-
tainbleau, and even after all this
grasping enough to sigh regretfully

not permit us a longer stay in France,
S9 that we might take in a four days
coaching trip through this chateau
country of Southern France £ which
the Student: Hostel was planning for
the following week.

The trip to 8t. Cloud we ok by
water, passing under the many state-
lv bridges aof the Seine, by picturesgue

villas running down to the water's
edge. ander the shadew of forest-
crowned hilla from which convent

and menastery frowned grimly down
upon you. .

The palace at St. Cloud was de-
Stroyved by the Communists in 1871,
but as you walk along the wooded up-
lands overiooking the Seine through
terraced and balustrated zardens that
look toward long vistas through elms
and silvery beeches many centuries
old. it takes but a slight streteh of
the imagination to recanstruct it all
as it once rose there

Below the height of St. Cloud nestles
the little village of Sevres, where the
world-famed Sevres percelian is
manufactured, and where we had the
delight of spending an hour or so
among the priceless treasures of the
great museunm waere.

At Chantilly. an estate of over six
thousand acres —once the home of the
iHlustrious (‘onde family. we spent
most of the day driving throuzh the
great forest, where from a central
paint, twelve avenuwes cut through the
heapt of the forest, radiate like the
spokes of a wheel in a dozen different
directions—each avenue fa long that
standing at one end and tooking
through to the other. the entrance,
which i® as high as the lofty trees
that arch overhead, seem onlyv a low
archwayv no higher than a man’'s
head.

Chrantelly is also famous as a great
race course, it being to France what
Newmarketw/is to-England.

At The Big Race.

We were disappointed to learn that
the June races had just taken place
the week before we arrived in Paris,
but the ecrowning event ef the racing
season. the Grand Prix at Loneg-
champs was yet ahead of us, and this

.

we determined to see—the very
thought of attending the races in
Paris k T us on the qui vive for

the entire week.

We knew nothing. howewer. of the
en.rieg {or the ruces, and feared with
the meagr: French at our command
to attempt the hazardous task of buy-
ing our tickets and securing desirable
seats in the midst of that turbulent,
excited crowd. so as the brilliant.
fashionable throng was what we real-
ly wished to see—the gowns and
jewels of the women—the latest fads
and fancies of fashion—in fact all
that animation. celor and brilliancy
that go to make up the vivid scene of
a race dayv in Paris, we compromised
by deciding to get a cab for the after-
noon, station ourselves at a point of
vantage where the elegantes emerged,
and afterwards drive in the Bois de
Bonlogne where we would seecall the
fashionzable, gorgeously arttired throng
as thewv drove and had tea in the ex-
clusive opem-air restaurants there.

A French-speaking friend drove
the bargain. and gave instructions to
our Jehu accordinz to the above
mapped out program. whereupon we
blithely =set forth, three of us in a
victoria of the deep-sea-going variety.
drawn by a would-be-froliecsome steed
with the tragic air of a woman who
having out-lived her youth and beauty
is vet unconscious of it. the whole
presided over by a coachman in livery
far too resplendent for the r”f of his
equippage. -

“Poor But Genteel.”

If ever vou saw “poor but genteel”

written over anyvthing it was written
over that “turn-out”™! But we refused
to let it gquench the buoyancy of eur
spirits. Were we not off for the races
in Paris. and did not such an occa-
sion call for briliianey and bouyanrcy!
Should we let such a trivial matter as
the fact of our not being able to go
out in our own Mercedes throw a
'!-ih:u]nw over such a rare event. In-
deed no' We were made of sterner
stuff we hoped! So setting our new
| Parisian hatg at a little jauntier angle,
iand adjusting our new Parisian ruches
lso as to give a truly “‘chic” effeet, off
we seot—if not altogether as elegant
las the maest elegant, certainly as say
ias the gayest!
Our coachman was
anv knowledze of a single
lthé English vocabulary as we were
jof any word in the French language
'that cveuld bLe proaounced so a
! Frenchman could understand it. and
| hee might easily have driven us to the
morziuc and treated us 1o an afiter-
noon amongs the ghastly sights there.
for all it was in our power to make
wim understand that our imclhinations
were alons ether lines, but fortunate-
‘t¢ for us. he seemed to have fully
I;_-'.,m;.rr-hnr:di-d his instructions. and at
Lirst all went “‘merry as a marriage
| bell.”

. W drove through the Bois to the

as guiltiess of

i

!{‘m?\!.l'.-“--q'

day at |

over the thought that our time would |

word in |

' =%
t Lengchape vae
drew up at an aliuring place where

comprse  an? there
for a few minuies we sniffed the aur
surrounding hroughams and molors
with crests and coats.of
jarms=. fiti~d out n minute detall as
Iperfectly as muladv's houdoir vuld

Ibhe from fragrant flowers (0 vases of

| &0ld and siver, to crested note-paper
131:1’ pﬂrfunlﬂ bl . »» wilh J"M
|w"“".-:?‘-' monograms nlerwave: "

| their mountings

A Democracy of Dilapidation

' But a true Sportsman was our Jehiu

11\'»\ hanzer-on to ihe skirts of the (die
ir'.x h was he No frivolous devolee of
fashion s follies byt one who came
|10 the races (o see thwe races and
|JUSL a8 we were settung back o reved
|:n our luxurious surroundings with-
jout bestowing louk or ward on us but
doubtless harboring in his heart a se-
cret contempl f{or our grovelling
spirit that sought to hang on 19 the
fringe of a society in which we dad
ROt naturailly move— off he drove
from these Elysian fields of fashion
and elegance, only 1o draw up in the
midst of taxis and victorias as humbies
and dilapidated as our own.

Naw what can bhe more galling to
soaring ambition than to fAnd el
in itx own claas?” “What Ccume we
out for to see ™

NOU propde (N odr OwWn Crreummst e -
of life, surely, who dressed as we did
and ignominiousiy rode in hired cabs
as weo did. Now indesd’ We ware
“loeking up in ths world and would
broalk no back-set,

Al these thoughts indignantiv
surged in our redbeilions hearts - bus
how communicate them to our driver”
Indeed., how communicate with him
at all? We might as weil have been
deal and dumb for all the gowd the
gift of speech conuld do us on this oe-
casion’

Where we sat in this suffocatwag
aimoesphere of bourgeoizs gentility,
with rapt eves on thé red and orangs
caps of the jockeys as they (lashed
a.ruu)nl the track.

That Precasious Fremch.

We held earnest coasultalion, care?
fully constrated a French senience in
aur “best style'—the same bewing to
the effect that it was not the actual
racing that we wished to see, il the

totlettes de la grande diunes.” and
would he please. (we were so glad te
be able to wark in the familias

“sevous plals,” at least sure of thathy,
drive tu the first place at which we
were stationed, as the crowd would

soon be coming out and we would
misg the very thinz we came oat te
see

Thiy done—even though faunitdy -
but at least so our intent and purposa
would be made plain we felt, the
guestion then aross as 10 hive we
were (o atfract his attention.

The only mode of address known to
s wuas “‘garcon.” this having heen the
“title by which we learned to hail the
waillters on our irip over an  the
Rochambeau, but thiat seemed much
too fuppani and juvenile a title to use
in addressing a4 digniutied ereature of
full fifty-five summers, arraved in fiall
regalia of silk hat and frock coat
Our ecourage failed ns.  The sugzgestion
was then offered that a gentle tug on
the button on the back of his ecoat
mizht bring him out of the trance in
which he seemed stesped. and the
latter course being decided upon as
the most tactful mode of gaining his
attention, we applied ourselves to it
accordingly, finding to our delight
that it worked with all the expediency
of its eleetric substitute when pressed
in similar emergencies,

Having previously. in an evil vain-
glorious moment boasted of my “ae-
::enr."} which no one else seemed to
have Observed, | was maliciously (im
order thar my ignomy might be en-
compassed before their very eyes)
appointed spokesman for the crowd,
and so, ecarefully and deliberately,
with what sermed to me faaltleas dic-
tion and accent. with all the dignity
of President Wilson before assembled
Congress, | delivered my message — it
not being received, however, 1 regret
to state, with the same degree of en-
thusiasm thar marked the effort of the

illustrious digniiary to whom. in the
boldness of expected success, |1 had
the effrontery 1o compare my own
humble stye.
Beaten In Talking Mmaurh.

Perplexity and amazemen! stola
upon his brow. a volley of volable
and incomprahensible French smote
our terrvified ears. In vast panic and
jexcitement we jabered a repiy, with
hopeless despaic he replied n kind,
and at last, the simalion growing
more complicated and ° acute each
minite, with despairin® 'Jes ne com-

prerez pas.” accompanied hw expres-

give shrugeing of 1he shoulders and
(waving of hands, he calmiy resecated
himself on the height above us and

laddressed himaedf to the real ssue in-
{volved, namely. the outiome of  the
'races, wWhile there we s=at frivoling
laway a precious three duliars for the
ipriv:l»g&- of reposing in r zid respecia
ihll:'_\v' in an atmosphere o7 huir«d cabs

as cvommonpiace and plebean s our
LOWTL,

And thus our dream of a dazzhing
day at the races’
i It was not ta e endured

Azan we "press~l the Dultton -1 -
deavoresd emphatically to «xpiain that

 we found ourselves amud utterly um

congenial surroundmmgs —in ol herw
lwords that we wishad ta move only
in the most exclusye circles, and de-

isired 10 he removed at once from the

Hlowly atmosphere 1n whaeh he  haed

ii-]ur:drrnr.;l_'-' placed us’

| But evidently he did not thips us

fitted to shine 1o that exalted circle

| toward wheh our sonls yearnu=a, .. n
(Continued on Page Ten )
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